the first spark of jealousy appeared, as it always does
appear ? Wouldn't I have to endure almost as much/
knowing that I was never trusted ? And was his self-
control so strict that he could be certain, the first
serious quarrel we had, that he would be able to resist
ending it with the taunt, "Prostitute! I picked you up
out of the gutter" ?
I wasn't being high-minded. I doubted myself
whether the marriage could be made to work, ^wasn't
in love with Richard. I knew my own impression-
ability and I had no certainty that I could be faithfui
to him. His love for me, presented and acknowledged,
was a warming compliment. If I were surrounded by
it permanently, it would turn to a resented burden. I
should revenge myself on him for it in every petty way
that one person who lives with another can. I had
always been fair to men, and it wasn't fair to treat him,
or love, that way. Marriage, for people who aren't
rich, is usually a final arrangement. When the odds
were so heavy against us two succeeding together,
wouldn't it be better for us both if he would try and
forget me ?
But Richard continued to come. He repeated all
the old phrases. He said that everything would be
changed now: he said his love was enough for two.
Alice aifd I had decided, because our rent was too high,
to move into a flat in Lisle Street. He helped me take
my possessions round in a cab. That move meant the dis-
missal of Vernon, who had been hovering on the edge
of my emotional tangle like a malicious chorus. He
knew we were going to change our quarters, but he